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would sit pen in hand for an hoar without writing a
word.

One day Little Mother did not get up to breakfast.
She held a telegram in her hand, a telegram that had
come from the War Office.   She lay still with
her grey eyes fixed on the ceiling. She did not
hear the shrill cry of a cottager's parrot. Neither
did she hear the sound of the old man pumping
water for the house, a noise which usually dis-
tracted her.   cc Koko," she said after a long
pause, <{ Koko . . ." Then her voice faded away,
and her hand moved restlessly over the counter-
pane. Koko lay in her arms, his head a little on
one side as if he were listening. t( Koko,^ said Little
Mother again, " I shall be going to sleep presently,
the last sleep of all, and I want you to come with
me. Will you be afraid if my arms are round you
all the time ? "

Koko did not answer. He still lay with his head
a little on one side as if he were listening, the old
sweet smile on his face. People came in and out of
the room. There was a strong smell of medicine
which a tall vase of lilies could not dispel. The
doctor wanted to take Koko away, but Little Mother's
arms clung about him as she whispered : " You must
not take my child from me.^

At the last Koko grew afraid. The room seemed
to become suddenly cold. He saw the door open and
a strange Figure enter with a lantern more wonderful